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But You're Still Paying 


Author's Notes: 


A sequel of sorts to Who's Calling The Shots 


Stone looked out the window and frowned. The Range Rover again? He was going to have to have a few words 
with his best customer. Didn't he realize that half the reason Stone dated him in the first place was because 
of his gorgeous red Corvette convertible? This is the second time in two weeks that Jerry showed up in his 


big, black SUV. 


Stone lived in a small one-bedroom apartment on North Sycamore in Hollywood. It was cheap and close to the 
boulevard. He never entertained there. That was his home, small and humble as it was. He insisted on posh 
hotel rooms if his clients wouldn't bring him home to theirs. Maybe it was a leftover habit from his time with 
a partner. It made sense. Don't shit where you eat, or something like that. 


He slid his stocking'ed feet into the Louboutins that Jerry gifted him, grabbed the soft leather biker jacket 


that Jerry also gifted, said goodnight to Gertrude, the cat, and headed down to meet Jerry. Stone opened the 
passenger door and climbed in, adjusted his black leather miniskirt as he sat down "The Range Rover again. You 
know | like the Vette." He pouted as he leaned across and kissed the older man. 

Jerry grinned. "The pumps again. You know | like the strappy sandals." 

"You're sassing me now?" Stone pretended to be upset as he fastened his seat belt. 

"Yes. Yes, | am sassing you." Jerry looked at Stone. "Are you done? Can we go now?" 

“Someone's feeling feisty tonight.” Stone giggled when Jerry flipped him off. 

Stone had been doing this for a while. He had a partner. A boyfriend, even. And they used to work together. In 
fact, that's how he met Jerry. But Nate felt the need to spread his wings. Last Stone knew, Nate was managing 
a prominent BB on the east coast. Stone was happy for him. But the break-up was rough and he fell into 
Jerry's open arms. There was love there, between them. But more importantly, there was understanding and 
respect. 

Jerry comforted Stone like a best friend, nursed him through his heartache. And now, as his client and friend, 
Jerry never asked Stone to stop working. And Stone never took advantage of Jerry's generous nature. So when 
Jerry wanted some of Stone's time, he paid for it. He paid for it rather handsomely. He lavished Stone with 
expensive gifts and took him on trips. He even brought Stone on a short European tour with the band. There 
was definite love and devotion between them. But neither man was willing to ask the other for more. Or to 
change who they were. 

"Where are we going?" 

"Wherever | drive us." 

Stone rolled his eyes. 

"| saw that." 

"You saw nothing. It's dark out." 

"Maybe | just know you enough by now to know that you rolled your eyes at me." 

"Whatever." 


"Fucking brat." 


They drove in comfortable silence for a minute or two, each of them musing about the other. 


Jerry reached across and took Stone's hand. "You look beautiful tonight 
"I look beautiful every time you see me. And, like | said, it's dark out. You can't see me." 
"Maybe that's how | know you look beautiful tonight. Because you always do." 


Stone sighed but inwardly, he grinned. Not everyone asked him to dress like this. In fact, nobody else asked him 
to wear stockings and high heels and skirts. Nobody else sent him to get manicures and pedicures and to put 


on make-up. But Jerry did. And for Jerry, Stone would do anything. 


A few more minutes passed when Stone realized Jerry was driving them deeper into the hills outside of LA. 


"Where are you taking me?" 


"Why? Are you scared, little boy? Think I'm gonna take you out into the woods and murder you?" Jerry let out 


a sinister laugh. 
"You sound like a creep! Stop that!" 


Jerry turned the SUV onto a bumpy, narrow dirt road. Slowly, the truck climbed into the darkened, deserted 
hills. Over rocks and crevices in the sandy trail, the Range Rover crawled until it reached the top of the 


mountain. Before them, stretched out below, lay the entire city. 
The older man looked at Stone. "So, what do you think?" 


Its beautiful," Stone replied in awe. He'd been to the top of the Hollywood Hills before. There was even a 
decent view of the city from Jerry's house. But nothing like this. Stone could see for miles. The skyscrapers in 
downtown LA looked tiny from up here. He could feel Jerry's gaze still on him so he turned, making out the 
older man's face by the glow of the dashboard lights. "But | thought you were taking me to dinner. | skipped 


lunch." 


Jerry gave him a playful pout. He touched Stone's chin and drew him into a kiss. "My poor baby." He pulled 
back and opened his door, sliding out of the vehicle. 


"What? Where are you -" 


Jerry opened the back door, giving Stone a grin as he reached for a big wicker picnic basket that sat on the 
back seat. He also grabbed a rolled up blanket. "Stay there." 


Stone watched in wonder as Jerry worked in the flood of the truck's headlights to arrange the blanket on the 
ground. He returned to the truck and turned the headlights off. When Jerry came to open his door, Stone took 
his hand and carefully slid out of the truck. "You made me wear these damn shoes to bring me into the 


woods?" 


"Yep. | like the way they look on my shoulders." He wrapped his arm around Stone's thin waist and pulled him 
up, against his hip. Jerry practically carried the boy over the blanket: 


Stone took his shoes off and set them aside as he sat down on the blanket. "I can't see a thing since you 


turned the lights off" 


Jerry produced a small, battery-operated lantern from the picnic basket and switched it on before placing it in 


the center of the blanket. 
"Well, that's slightly better." Stone watched in amusement as one-by-one, Jerry took things out of the basket. 


A bottle of Stella Artois for Stone, a bottle of Perrier for himself, bread, fruit, cheese, and two chocolate 


cupcakes. 

"Did you make those cupcakes yourself?" 
"Would it impress you if | said yes?" 

"It would. But I'd know you're lying," 


After they finished dessert, Stone grinned at Jerry as he took his hand and brought it to his lips, sucking 
some frosting off of the older man's thumb. "You put a lot of thought into this date." 


"Nah, just threw a few things into the basket" 

"Youre trying to romance me," Stone teased 

‘Nope’ 

"Ht won't work. You still have to pay me. 

"| thought you ran a special. Five dates and the sixth is free. | have the punch card" 
Stone giggled. ‘No specials. And that punch card must be for some other skank you see" 
"You're the only skank | see" 


Stone shook his head as he got up on his knees. He reached for Jerry's shoulder. "I only run specials for guys 


who drive Corvettes," he purred. 
‘Oh. Figures." 


"Mmhmm. Rules are rules." 


Jerry caught the boy around his waist and drew him into his lap. "Rules are made to be broken" He gave 
Stone a kiss. 


With his arms around Jerry's neck, Stone settled on his thighs, hiking his skirt up to reveal the lace edges of 
his stockings. Jerry's hands pushed the leather skirt up higher as he made a low rumbling noise against Stone's 


mouth. When Stone pulled back and tilted his head, Jerry attacked his neck, licking and nipping him. 


Stone gasped and reached down to stop him when Jerry tried to push his hand between Stone's legs. "Stop. 
Look! A shooting star!" 


"Make a wish," Jerry murmured and then tried to bite Stone's neck. 
The boy moved away. "I'm serious. Look at the stars." 
"Ie seen stars before" 


"Jerry" Stone slipped off of Jerry and stretched out on his back, placing his head on the older man's thigh. 
"You brought me up here for the view, right?" 


Jerry gazed down at Stone, gently smoothing his hair away from his face. "Mm. To romance you." 
‘Its working," Stone softly replied. "But you're still paying.’ 

"Shit" Jerry grinned, gazing at Stone for another moment before looking up at the stars. 

A raindrop landed directly in his eye. 

"The fuck?" He tilted his head back down and wiped his eye. 

Another drop hit Stone's forehead. 

"You've gotta be kidding me." 

Stone laughed and hurried to his feet as the rain picked up. "Didn't you check the weather?" 


"Is fucking LA!" Jerry jumped to his feet. He picked up Stone's shoes and handed them to him. "Go get in the 


car. 


Stone watched again from the passenger seat while Jerry scrambled to throw everything back into the basket 
and grab the blanket. He couldn't stop giggling as the older man got drenched in the rain 


Jerry threw the basket and blanket onto the backseat before climbing in behind the wheel. He glared at Stone 


while the boy laughed. 

"Who doesn't check the forecast when they plan a picnic?" 

"It never rains in LAI" 

Stone raised his eyebrows and held a hand out toward the windshield. 

"Listen, you little shit" Jerry shook his head, splashing Stone with water from his hair. 

‘Hey! 

As he reached to start the car, Jerry said, “Sorry | didn't check the weather. Back to the house?" 
Stone smiled. "Well, rain can be romantic, too." He purposefully glanced at the back seat. 

Jerry followed his glance. "Oh. Okay." 

"| mean if you don't want to ..." 


Before Stone could finish his sentence, Jerry threw the door open and hurried to climb into the back seat. He 
moved the picnic basket and blanket to the cargo area. Then Jerry started to pull his damp clothes off. 


Stone turned in his seat to watch. 

"Get back here” 

"But Im having so much fun watching you" 

Jerry managed to get his shirt off and then struggled to slide off his boots. 

Stone continued to giggle as he lifted up and reached under his skirt to pull his panties off 


A red lace thong hit Jerry in his face. He stopped unbuckling his belt in order to hold the panties to his nose 
and take a deep breath. 


‘Oh, my god," Stone murmured. He would never admit it to Jerry, or anyone else, but the way that Jerry 
seemed to get so turned on by him absolutely turned Stone into a puddle. He adored the way the older man so 
unabashedly expressed his desire for Stone. "Hey, Jer?" 


"Mm?" 


"You really don't see anybody else?" Stone asked before his brain figured out where he was going with this. 


"Why would I? Not gonna find anyone better than you." 


Stone scrambled between the front seats and jumped at Jerry, wrapping his arms around his neck. "That's 


what | was afraid you'd say." 
"Afraid?" Jerry raised an eyebrow. 
"Yeah," Stone replied before he kissed Jerry. 


With his hands sliding under the skirt and squeezing Stone's ass, Jerry returned the kiss, sending his tongue 
down the boy's throat. 


Stone rocked his hips, grinding down against Jerry's crotch. He could feel his cock getting hard, still trapped in 


his jeans. "| want it," he whispered. "I need it in my mouth." 


Outside, the rain picked up. It pelted down on the roof of the SUV, making a steady, loud racket against the 
steel. A bolt of lightning crackled through the sky, momentarily illuminating the inside of the truck. Jerry and 
Stone jumped slightly as they stared at each other. A moment later, the thunder struck in a booming crack so 
loud, the truck shook. 


Stone stole another deep, rough kiss before he moved beside Jerry and fumbled for the older man's belt. He 


opened Jerry's jeans and lowered his head. 
"Fuck, baby," Jerry moaned softly when wet lips wrapped around his cock. 


As Stone sucked Jerry's cock, the question he blurted out earlier stayed on his mind. Why did he care if Jerry 
slept with other people? Stone slept with other people. It was his job to sleep with other people. But they didn't 
mean anything. And Jerry did? Stone grunted and sucked harder. He took Jerry deep into his throat. He had 
always wanted to be able to take all of the older man Jerry was big, bigger than Nate had been. And he knew 
it would please Jerry to have someone deep throat him. Stone practiced but hadn't ever been able to do it 
until tonight. His annoyance over his meandering thoughts gave him the determination he needed to close his 


eyes and force himself down that last inch or so. 
Above him, Jerry gasped and placed one hand on Stone's head. "Holy fuck, baby.’ 


Stone slowly drew back and took a moment to wipe the tears from his eyes. He went back to work, using his 


tongue to lick and tease Jerry. 


The older man's hands slid down his back, untying the strings on the red crocheted halter top Stone wore. It 
slipped away from his body and Jerry's warm, roughened hands rubbed and caressed Stone's smooth skin. The 
zipper on his skirt was lowered and one hand slipped inside of it. Stone shivered when Jerry's fingers reached 


his balls. 


Jerry moaned as he traced over the boy's groin. "You waxed for me?" 

Stone murmured, "| know exactly what you like." 

"Yes, you do. You spoil me," Jerry purred his reply as his middle finger found Stone's pussy hole. 

All hope of continuing to give Jerry head was abandoned, as was the skirt. Left in only black thigh-highs, Stone 
was on his knees on the seat beside Jerry. His body was draped across the older man and he leaned over the 
back of the seat on the opposite side of Jerry. Jerry pressed kisses to Stone's hip while he squeezed and 
kneaded his ass cheeks with both of his large hands. He paused only long enough to drizzle some lube down the 
boy's ass crack. Jerry used two fingers to gather it and push it into Stone's hole. Over his shoulder, Stone 
gasped and groaned while he reached one hand to the ceiling of the truck to brace himself while Jerry pumped 
his fingers in and out. 

"Ride my cock, gorgeous.” 

Stone rolled a condom down Jerry's cock and then covered it with more lube. He pressed his forehead to the 
older man's and moaned as he guided Jerry into his pussy. For reasons he'd rather not dwell on, Stone started 
to punish himself with Jerry's big dick. He bounced hard and fast, slamming himself down on it. He cried out in 
a frenzied mixture of pleasure and pain, grabbing handfuls of Jerry's hair and tearing at it. 

"Hey." Jerry's voice was firm but quiet. He gripped Stone's hips and held him still. "What's going on, baby?" 
"Nothing. Wanna fuck" 

"Stone, | know this thing you do. | know you. Remember?" 

"| do remember. That's the problem." 


Jerry's arms slipped around the boy. "Talk to me." 


Stone sighed and took a long moment to try to sort out his thoughts. "Jerry, | don't | don't know what we're 
doing anymore. You ..you do these things and you say these things that make me ..” 


"Make you what?" Jerry gently pressed. 

"Nothing. Never mind. I'm sorry." Stone tried to start moving again. 

Jerry stopped him. He gently lifted Stone off of him and lay the boy down on his back on the seat beside him. 
His hand rested lightly against Stone's chest. "| don't sleep with anybody else because there's nobody | want 


more than | want you. And | don't just mean for sex" He leaned over Stone as he brought his hand to his 


cheek. "And if that ruins things between us .if that makes you uncomfortable, I'm sorry, Stone. But its time 


that | be honest with you." 

"But what do you want?" Stone sniffled and turned to kiss Jerry's fingers. 

"| want you. | want this. | will not ask you to change, though. 

"You'd be okay with me still working?" 

'l'd never tell you not to. But the thought of you with other people makes me feel jealous." 

Stone was glad it was dark. Jerry wouldn't see him grin at that last part: 

| saw that" 

"You saw nothing. It's dark" 

Jerry's thumb touched Stone's lips. "I want you to be safe and happy. Tell me what | should do." 
"Make love to me," Stone whispered. 

Jerry slipped back inside of him and he held Stone in his arms as they slowly rocked together. 
Outside, the lightning struck and the thunder cracked again As the rain started to relent, Jerry and Stone 
made love, clinging to each other and whispering sweet words of affection in between soft moans and 


breathless panting. After, Jerry wrapped Stone up in the blanket and held him in his arms. 


"| love you," Stone murmured. "But you're still paying.” 


